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On Your Knees Prisoner 


Author's Notes: 
My first story so might be a bit rusty, | apologize. 


It had been a few days since Duff was used. The blonde sprawled out on his masters bed fast asleep since he 


wasn't allowed to lay in the bed very often 
"Duff!" 
Immediately, the 22 year old musician was awake and on his feet when he heard Axl's scream. 


"Sir?" He called out, jumping when the door flew open. His eyes automatically flicked to the whip in the redheads 
hand, body trembling. 


"You fucking missed your ‘appointment’ last night?! Then had the nerve to crawl into my bed?!" Axl's growls 
were terrifying, eyes lit with fury. 


Duff wrapped his arms around himself, fingers curling around his sides. "I-" He cut himself off as he choked 
back a sob. "l-I thought it was tonight" His voice was shaky. "Please, please, | didn't know. Y-You took my phone 
and | had nothing to remind me.. I'd never cheat you out of money, please, please d-don't hurt me." The 
bassist's tone was now high pitched. 

"On your fucking knees!" 

"Axl plea" 


"Now!" 


The wood floor was cold, shivering when his knees came in contact with it. He stayed silent, his eyes all teared 


up as Axl lifted his head up by his chin to examine the innocent look one his face. 
"Count them." The singer demanded. 


"Yes master...” 


On Your Knees Prisoner (part 2) 


He was on his knees, head down. and hands placed on the end board of the bed. 

"I'm sorry.” Duff murmured, closing his eyes as his waited for the first whip. 

"No you're not, not yet" Axl's tone sounded as cold as his eyes looked. 

The first crack of the whip against the bassist's back made him cringe. He tried to make little noise and stay 
in his position so his punishment was brief. By the eighth crack of the whip he choked out a sob, nails digging 
into the bed frame. A scorpions sting is the best way he could describe the pain, trying his hardest to count 
without bursting into tears. Finally it was over and he was pulled to his feet and shoved towards the dresser. 
"Hurry up and get dressed. Izzy's taking you to your clients apartment.” 

Duff nodded, pulling on black skinny jeans and a oversized Guns r' Roses hoodie along with black slip on Vans. 
"Miready." He said quietly, taking Izzy's hand when he walked into the room. 

"Sorry Duffy, should've reminded you." 

Its okay, didn't hurt that bad" Liar, his back was on fire and the sting was almost unbearable. 

He squeezed the rhythm guitarists hand as he was led to the car. Izzy was close with Axl, the two often 
fucked while loaded and shared Duff. He was nicer than the redhead though, never hit the blond and never 
forced him to do much. 

"So Megadeth's place?" 

"What?" Duff's eyes widened, he had heard about Dave Mustaine's attitude. 


"Hl be fi-" 


‘It won't be fine!" He cried, letting go of the others hand. "| know about their aggressive reputation and they're 


going to abuse me!" 


"Goddamn it, Duff!" Izzy gripped the blond's arm. "Keep your fucking voice down get in the car! Do really want 
Axl to hear you?! Just get in shut up and take it like a man" 


Knockin\' On Megadeth\'s Door 


Duff shook as Izzy raised his voice, wincing when his arm was gripped too hard. 


"Please let go." He says calmly. A sigh escaped past his lips when the guitarist realeased him, slowly getting 
into the others car. 


They journey wasn't too long, the complex was only about an hour away with LA. traffic. Duff held Izzy's hand 
as they walked up the stairs, hiding behind him alittle as the other knocked on the door. 


"Izzy." The bassist whispered. "I'm scared, | don't wanna go in there." He sniffled, shaking in his place. 

"Don't cry, c'mon Duffy don't cry.. [tll be over soon" Izzy sighed. Of course he hated seeing his bandmate like 
this, especially Duff he was such a sweetheart. Sadly they both didn't have a choice though and these things 
had to be done in order to keep the peace. 

"Ah! The hot blonds here!" Junior slurred as he opened the door, making Duff cower behind the other. 

'lzzy-" 


"Hush." 


He nodded, following the two into the apartment. His eyes gazed upon the room as Izzy and Junior talked over 


the deal, squeezing his hand when he saw them shake hands, knowing he was going to leave. 

‘Listen Duff, | want you to be strong, This deal can get you enough money to buy you your freedom" 
"What? How long am | staying?" 

No answer. 

zzy?" 

The dark haired man gave Duff a quick hug and rushed out of the apartment 


"No nononono!" Duff teared up and rushed after him. "Please don't go, don't leave me herel" He cried, feeling his 


heart sink when the door was slammed in his face. 


‘Why me? He thought. ‘I didn't do anything to deserve this. 


So Fine 


He stood there with his forehead against the door, hoping Izzy would come back for him. He didn't. Duff wiped 
the tears from the corner of his eyes with the sleeves of his hoodie, the room was silent except for the tv 
in the background. 

"Come sit blondie." Junior called for the other, patting the couch. 

Duff closed his eyes. He never did like being called blondie but that's what the majority of his clients called him 
in this so called business. The bassist did as he was told, walking over to the others in the living room and 
sitting between Dave and Junior. 

"We need to examine you." The other bassist purred. "Strip." 

The blonde looked at Junior, hesitating to take off his clothes. 

"Don't make me ask you twice." 

"Yes sir." He murmured, standing up and pulling off his sweatshirt. 


"Good boy.” 


Duff felt humiliated as he kicked off his shoes and pulled down his jeans, choking up as he curled his fingers 
around the waistband of his boxers. "D-Do | have to, Sir?" He squeaked. 


Junior nodded with a smirk. 

He swallowed and started to slip off his underwear until Dave stood up. 

"Stop!" The redhead said rather loud, not knowing that the blonde couldn't handle yelling. 
Duffy teared up and sunk to the floor, curling up against the couch and crying into his knees. 
"The fucks wrong with you?!" David growled, 


"What's wrong with you?! Just look at him!" Dave tried to quietly scream. "He's obviously scared to death. You 
really think making him strip in front of all of us is going to put him at ease?!" 


"He's a slave! That's what we're supposed to make him do!" 


"Hey guys." Nick chimed in. "You're making it worse." He said, motioning to Duff who was in a ball and rocking 


back and forth. 


"Shit" Dave sighed. 

"Why do you care?! He's nothing! | want to see it Duff, show me the scar Axl mentioned." 
"Please just let me go home.." 

"Show us!" 


"Please no, d-don't make m-me.. I-It's so ugly." Duff sobbed, trying to make himself as small as possible at the 
fear of getting hit. 


Beginning of Sorrow 

Junior got up and stormed past Dave, gripping a chunk of Duffs hair and pulling him to his feet: 
"Owowowow." Duff cried, whimpering as he was dragged to one of the bedrooms by his hair. 
"Shut up! 

Everything went silent. 

"Go to sleep you fucking whore. Big day tomorrow” David purred, slapping the others ass. 

Duff nodded, jumping when the door was slammed shut. 


He crawled on the bed, curling up and sobbing into the pillow at the fact he was called a whore. ‘It's true’ He 
thought as the lump in his throat grew larger and his sobs became a bit louder. 


The door burst open.. It was David with a crazed look in his eye. 

"Stop crying! Or I'll give you real reason to!" 

"l-Im sorry, i-it h-hurts to b-be called aza wh-whore." 

David stormed over to the bed, slapping Duff across the face. "Enough!" He screamed, storming out: 


Duff shook and held his cheek where it stung, sniffling and shaking as the other left the room. 


Patience 


Duff brought his knees up to his chest and fought back his tears. His cheek was starting to bruise a little as 
he rubbed it but at least the sting was gone. The door handle started to move again, making him shrink 
himself against the headboard. 

"Hey Duff? May | come in?" 

The voice was soft and tender. 

"Yes.." He said quietly, watching as Dave entered the room and shifting when the door was shut and locked. 
"Relax, | only want to talk” 


Duff nodded. 


Dave slowly walked up to the trembling bassist who was biting at his nails. "It's okay." He said softly, sitting on 
the edge of the bed 


He couldn't help his shaking, just a couple of hours at this place and he was already slapped around. "Don't hurt 


me, okay? I'll go to sleep soon, Sir.. Promise." He mumbled, drying his eyes. 


“Shhh Duffy, l'm not going to hurt you.. And call me Dave, there's no need to be called Sir, I'm your friend” 
The redhead said softly. 


Duff tilted his head. "F-Friend?.. Are you trying to play with my mind? Get in close so I'll let you fuck me with 
out a fight?" 


"Nonononono, Duff please... I'm here to help you." 
"With what?" 


"Possibly escape or just keep you to myself. Junior may look sweet but on the inside he's fucking vile and he'll 
destroy you because of your naivety." 


Duff couldn't help but beam, hugging the other tight even though he knew it was out of his place. "Thank you, 


Dave, thank you so much." 


Dave smiled, wrapping his arms around the redhead and squeezing him a little. "You're welcome." 


Don\'t You Cry Tonight 


Author's Notes: 

Alright new rule. Do not comment on my story if you don\'t have something nice to say. Don\'t like it? Then 
fuck off and read something else if you can\'t handle it. | used to rp like this all the time and Duff was my 
muse so it\'s normal for me and the people who know my writing. But thank you for all the nice comments as 


well. 


Dave found his hand wandering down Duffs front as they laid on their sides face to face. He wanted to make 
the blond feel good, knowing he probably hadn't felt loved in a good way for awhile. "I'm here for you Duff, l'm 
gonna take care of you.. Treat you right” 

Duff froze at the others hand. "You can't do that." He whispered. 

"Oh I'm sorry, don't like it?" Dave sighed, running fingers through the others hair. 

‘tm not allowed to get hard.. The client always comes first." Duff murmured. 

"Aw baby, you can do whatever you want. | promise no one will touch you." 

‘| want you to touch me though..." 


Dave smirked. "Okay, just relax and close your eyes." 


Duff fluttered his eyes shut, resting his leg up on Dave's side so he had more access. His arms wrapped 


around the others neck, face buried in his shoulder. 


Dave made sure to keep him close, rubbing his back lightly as he took the other in his hand. "Wow, you're big." 
He whispered, moving lower to massage his balls to help get him up. "C'mon baby, get up, it's okay." He cooed, 
beaming when he felt Duff grow hard. 


He closed his eyes and melted into Dave's touch, making cute little whimpers and moans against his shoulder. 
Duff felt the others hand move faster and made his stomach tighten, the feeling already starting to curl in 
the pit of his stomach since it had been so long. 


Some Fuckin\' Attitude 


His touch was gentle with every stroke, wanting Duff to be relaxed and calm. He could feel the others body 
tighten and twitch as it pressed against him. "Cum for me Duffy, | wanna see you quiver with pleasure." Dave 
purred, kissing his forehead and stroking him faster. 

"I-I'm g-gonna.." He pants, making little noises in the redheads ear. Duff came with a loud gasp and a low moan 
of the others name, cuddling close after. "Thank you." He whispered, biting his lip as he still felt Dave milking 


the cum out of his cock 


Everything was quiet and peaceful for awhile, the two purring at each other like kittens. Duff's ear twitched 


when he heard a door open down the hall, jumping when it was slammed shut 
"Where's my whore?!" Junior growled at Nick 

"Where you left him" He responded, noting that he'd been drinking 

'D-Dave... Please don't let him hurt me, | can tell he's angry” Duff murmured, trembling slightly. 

"Duff I" Dave sighed. "Ill try baby: 

The door burst open and Duff was quickly ripped away from Dave's arms. 

"W-Where you taking me?" 

"My room and now that's where you'll be staying” 

Duff just kept quiet and followed the other bassist, trying to ignore his tight grip. He wanted to be with Dave, 


for some reason it made him feel safe. Though it was nice to know he was still close by, he felt like a giddy 
schoolboy when it came to him but the feeling was lost when he was bent over Juniors bed. 


Tied Up Tied Down 


Duff closed his eyes and imagined himself laying back in bed with Dave. Cold leather cuffs were restraining his 
wrists and ankles with his legs slightly spread. The draft from the open window made goosebumps rise on his 
backside, causing him to shiver. He flinched as a wooden switch, that looked like a thin cane, was tapped against 


his ass, patiently waiting for the first swat. 


"Be good for you're switching blondie or I'll have to add to your punishment." David purred, bringing the cane 
back and swatting Duff's ass with a hard flick of his wrist. 


He cried into the mattress, trying his best not to squirm from the pain. By the twelfth switch Duff's legs 
were giving out and the sting was making him shake. A sigh escaped him when he heard the cane drop to the 
floor but soon his cries and howls returned when he was punished by hand. "I'm sorry! I'm sorry! Please, | 


won't cum again! Please stop!" 


"Hush!" He hissed. David had rage in his eyes and he wouldn't stop the thrashing until Duff's ass was severely 
bruised and raw. 


Once it was finally over the blonde fell to the floor and curled up, chains from the cuffs rattling as he shook. 


Tears streamed down his cheeks from the pain and he felt as though he couldn't move. 
"Get up." 

"The c-cuffs, can't get up." 

"Goddamn it." Junior hissed, freeing the other and tossing him on the bed. 

Duff made himself into a ball, letting his tears fall into the pillow. 

"Again with the fucking waterworks!" 

"It hurts." 


David gazed over his ass and noticed it starting to blister and bleed since he broke the skin. "You are pair! | 
was gonna pound you but y'know what? You're probably infested with diseases!" 


"Am not!" He cried. "I take care of myself! It might not look like it but | do. If a client looks unclean they wear 
condoms! Axl says they have tol” 


The other just huffed and left the room, leaving the bassist to quiver in pain. He had better things to do. 


How could you be so cold? 


Duff rubbed his butt as gently as he could in order to make the sting go away but it was no use. He reached 
for Junior's phone, at this point he didn't care if he got in trouble. All he wanted was to talk to his friends and 
possibly see them. He called Steven first, almost tearing up when he answered. "S-Stevie?" 

"Duff?! Where've you been man?!" The drummer was ecstatic to hear from his best friend. 


"Axl's.. And now Megadeth's place." Duff murmured, his breath becoming shaky. 


"Oh." Steven sighed, the band knew of the usage and abuse but did nothing of it because Axl would just do the 


same to them. 


"Will you and Slash come visit me? Please Popcorn.. Please." He closed his eyes, actually praying for what he 


wanted to hear. 
"Sure Duffy, im sure we can" 

"Thank you.. | love you" 

"I love you too, Duff.. Be strong okay?" 


Duff choked up, clearing his throat before speaking up again. "I'm trying but | don't wanna fight anymore or be 
afraid all the time." 


"I know.. Hang on buddy, you'll be free soon" 


"0-Okay.." He sniffled, shaking when he heard footsteps coming toward the room. "I have to go." Quickly he 
hung up the phone and threw it back on the side of bed when the door handle turned. 


"Blondie, who were you talking to huh?" Junior wasn't growling but his voice was certainly stern 


There was no point in trying to lie his way out. "Steven Adler, my drummer.. My best friend" He mumbled. "l-l 


just wanted to hear from someone w-who actually likes me." 
"Maybe I'd like you if you weren't a slut” 


That word made Duff's gut wrench out of anger. "Do you think | do this because | like it?!" He snapped, sitting 
up on his side. "I'm forced David, threatened, tortured, you fucking name it! Stop calling me names!" He cried, 
trying to hold it together but it was no use. "Don't you think | wanna be normal?! And not have this fucking 


scar engraved in my stomach!" He wiped make up off his lower stomach and it read ‘slave' in big letters. 


In my hour of need 


Author's Notes: 
It\'s been awhile. 


David looked across the room at Duff, cringing when he saw a large word in his stomach. It made him feel 
awful, no one should have to be put through that kind of torture. He slowly walked into the bathroom, grabbing 


a special cream. 


Duff watched David stroll to the bathroom, pulling the sheet up so it was just below his nose. "What's that?" 


He muttered as the other walked back in the room. 

Itll help the scar fade...” 

"W-Will it really?" 

"Yog" 

"That's awesome." He smiled, letting Junior pull the sheet down so he could rub the cream on him. 
David sighed, squeezing some on Duff's tummy before gently rubbirg it in. 

The blonde squeaked due to the coldness of the cream, giggling afterwards. 


The other bassist laughed softly also. "There, we'll put it on you twice a day.. And Duff, | didn't know you were 


forced. I'm sorry." 
‘Oh, its alright. So you don't hate me anymore?" 


"Aw, | never hated you." David cooed, sitting on the edge of the bed. "| needed to get my anger out and 


unfortunately | pinned it on you." 


Duff nodded, snuggling up in the sheets again. "M'used to it." 


